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BE EASY, FRIEND. 
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BOY — LOOK! THE SKY 
HAMMER STRUCK A RIFT 
INTO THE MOUND OF THE A 
GREAT KING U7VAAL! f 
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AND ROYAL BURIAL 
MOUNDS ARE RICH IN 
TREASURE. BOY, GO AND 
SEE WHAT IS TO BE SEEN. 


NO, MASTER — NO. THERE 
IS A CURSE ON THOSE WHO 
VIOLATE THE REST OF THE A 
NOBLE DEAD.- 4 




THE BOY LOT FEU 
THROUGH THE RIFT, 











LOT WAS DRAWN BY AN 
IMPULSE HE COULD NOT 
CONTROL. HIS HAND REACHED 
OUT— 


C THE HELMET, HAND- ^ 
CRAFTED BY THE NIGHT 

I ELVES AT THEIR 
FORGES DEEP IN THE 
UNDERWORLD. SUCH 
FINE WORK... TIS AN 
HONOURTOTOUCH J 
.SUCH AN OBJECT. JM 
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AND THEN 
THE YOKE SPOIL 
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AN EERIE, ELDRITCH 
LIGHT BATHED HIS 
EACL 


SO LIGHT IN THE HAND — 
AND WARM. THIS IS NO 
ORDINARY COLD METAL, 
BUT THE FINEST OF ELVISH 
GOLD. 


FOOL! POOR FOOU 
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AS THE TWO FLED, MOCKING 
LAUGHTER RANG IN THEIR EARS. 













THEY WBHOtt 10 JON mOSI 

assembled rot the kaio punned 

BYIHRYM. 
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__—( MY LADS, AS I RODE HERE A 1__ 

SI THUNDERBOLT STRUCK THE KING'S 
f MOUND AND OPENED A RIFT FROM l 
r WHICH EMERGED A FIGURE OF GRISLY 
MAJESTY — UTVAAL, THE OLD KING 
\ HIMSELF. HE GAVE TO ME THIS HELMET 
WHICH I NOW WEAR. “CHIEF THRYM, 4 
YOU SHALL BECOME KING IN A FOREIGN 
LAND,-HE SAID AND THEN HE 
WITHDREW AND THE RIFT CLOSED M 
7? -T BEHIND HIM. i 
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WAS THERE EVER SUCH 
-7 AN OMEN OF GOOD 
'7 FORTUNE? 


v 


U 


V 


m 






\ V', 


ft 


L 




^ MAYHAP SO. 
MAYHAP NOT SO. 
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/ SEER. DIO YOUR 
( TONGUE WAG THEN 
> ALONG WITH THE 
GOAT-GUT YOU PLUCK? 
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' LORD CHIEF, YOU HAVE THE HELM OF 
UTVAAL, BUT WHO KNOWS IF THAT WILL 
PROVE GOOD FORTUNE OR ILL? IT IS SAID 
TO MAKE INVINCIBLE THE WEARER, YET IT 
WAS THE DEATH OF THE GREAT KING. THE 
STORY IS THAT THE GREATER HIS POWER, 
THE MORE CRUEL AND EVIL HE BECAME 
WITH IT — UNTIL IN THE END HIS OWN SON 
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THE SON WAITED ON A TIME WHEN 
( UTVAAL SET ASIDE THE HELMET, f 
T AND THEN HE STRUCK. 7T 


THE HELMET GIVES l- 

PROTECTION AND POWER TO 
ITS WEARER. BUT YOU HAD 
BETTER GUARD YOUR BACK, 
CHIEF THRYM. T-~ 
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STICK TO YOUR SONGS, CHANTER. 
| NOW CHANGE YOUR TUNE TO 
V SOMETHING LIVELY FOR THE 


AS THE RAIDERS WAITED FOR 
THE TIDE, THEY ATE— 
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BOY, YOU HAVE SERVED MY 
HOUSE WELL. NOW I 4 
PROPOSE TO RAISE YOUR 
► STATION IN LIFE TO THAT < 
k OF BEARER OF MY SHIELD J 
—7 AND SPEAR. 'HKV ( 
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MASTER, I SWEAR TO 
SERVE YOU WELL. 
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AYE, LAD HE LIKED IT 
NOT. HE CAME OF A 
FIERCE HORSED 
PEOPLE OF THE INLAND 
PLAINS —WHICH MAY 
BE WHERE YOU GET 
YOUR TALENT FOR 
HANDLING SUCH 
BEASTS. 
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THE SUN IS BEHIND US 
— WE HEAD WEST. 


WEST IS OUR WAY, LAD. 
MY AIM IS TO REACH 

far from where our 

PEOPLE HAVE ALREADY > 
RAIDED AND PLANTED ) 
SETTLEMENTS. 






THEY CAME INSIGHT OF LAND 
AND HELD IT TO THEIR RIGHT- 
HAND AS DAY FOLLOWED DAY. 
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NOW WE HEAD 
STRAIGHT FOR THE SUN } 
— THIS MUST BE THE ’ 
GREAT HEADLAND 
TOLD OF IN THE STORY I 
HAD FROM THE 
NORTHLAND SHIPMAN. 
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’(YOU HAD BETTER BE RIGHT, 
A CHANTER —UNLESS YOU 
H WISH TO PLAY THAT HARP 
TO THE FISHES. jT 
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(TAKE IN THE SAIL! SET 
i OUT POTS. WE’LL 
CATCH ENOUGH WATER 
AND WE’LL NOT HAVE 
TO RISK LANDING FOR 


W/iL 


THE LONGBOATS WERE 
LASHED WITH RAIN. 
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BIND THE WRETCH. HE WILL 
BE FLUNG TO THE SEA 
GODS ON OUR RETURN 
VOYAGE. TS 
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evotrsauB of agony 

MERGED WITH A SOUND 
101 HAD HEARD BEFORE. 











THE LONGBOATS LEFT, LEAVING 
fOORLOT ALONE. 




THE MEN WERE JOINED 8Y 
ANOTHER WHO RODE A 
SMALL CART DRAWN BY A 
HORSE. 


VICTORY, MY FATHER. 
SOME WE SLEW —THE 
REST FLED FROM US. 


LOT WAS FOUND- 
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I HAVE 
FOUND ONE! 
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SO SOME ESCAPE TO TELL OF 
OUR DEEDS ... AND RETURN 
WITH MORE MEN. 
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THEY DO NOT SPEAK AS 
THRYM’S PEOPLE — YET I 
UNDERSTAND THEM. THE 
TONGUE IS THAT WHICH MY 
FATHER TALKED WITH ME 
BEFORE HE WAS KILLED, j 












LOT AND THE CHANTER 
WERE ALLOWED LIFE. 
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HOW IS IT THESE PEOPLE > 
SPEAK THE TONGUE OF MY 
FATHER? 


*7 YOU ARE OF THE SAME 
^ STOCK, LAD. HERE AND 
ACROSS THE SEA WAS ALL 
PART OF THE SAME GREAT 
EMPIRE BEFORE THE COMING 
n OF THE JUTES AND THEIR 
BREED. v i - n 
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LOOK! HORSES 
THAT RUN WILD. 


STOCK THAT HAS BRED 
FROM RUNAWAYS OF THE 
OLD DAYS. THESE FOLK 
MAY BREAK A HORSE TO 
DRAW A CHARIOT, BUT 
SEEMINGLY THEY HAVE 
FORGOTTEN THE PROPER 
USE OF SUCH ANIMALS. 
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IH£Y PASS/D THROUGH A VILLAGE 
AMD (AMI IN SIGHT OF k GREAT 
BUILDING. 
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FROM THE OLD EMPIRE, 
LAD. THOSE WHO 
OCCUPY IT NOW COULD 
NEVER FASHION SUCH 
ERECTIONS OF STONE. 
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YOU, CHANTER. WILL SHOW 
YOUR HARP SKILL IN MY 
GREAT HALL SOME FITTING j 
[ HOUSEHOLD USE WILL BE / 
S. FOUND FOR THE BOY. < 
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THE URGE THAT COULD NOT 
BE CONTROLLED CAME 
AGAIN OVER LOT. 











AS MANY STROKES AS A MAN 
HAS FINGERS AND TOES — AND 
THEN EOT WAS POT TO 
nOUOHING. 






AT NIGHT HE SLEPT IN THi 
OPEN, SECURED BY AN IRON 
CHAIN TO THE PLOUGH, 
FEEDING ON SLOPS 
BROUGHT HIM BY THE 
CHANTER. 


A LITTLE LONGER AND 
DEATH WILL BE A < 
HAPPY RELEASE. MY 
POOR LAD. 
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AYE, BETTER TO 
ESCAPE AND BE SLAIN 
RUNNING — BUT HOW, 
WHEN I AM WRAPPED IN 
IRON? 
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THERE COULD BE A 
WAY WITH THIS! I HAVE 
► CARRIED IT HIDDEN 
SINCE THAT NIGHT ON 
THE RIVERSIDE. 
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THE HELMET! I TRUST 
NOT THAT EVIL WORK 
OF NIGHT ELVES. T 







DO NOT FEAR! I HAVE SEEN 
THE FUTURE IN MY 
DREAMS. ANO YOU ARE 
PART OF THAT FUTURE. GO 
ON. TRY THE HELMET. 




























■ WE CAN FLEE K 
INTO THE WOODS. 
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A HARP TWANGED 




COME FORTH, O CHIEF. THE 
NIGHT IS SAFE — THE FOE 
SLAIN On DEAD. LOT IS HERE 
— LOT OF THE SHINING HELM 
AND THE TERRIBLE LANCE. 
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I WELCOME YOU, 
NOBLE WARRIOR. 
1 LOOK ON MY 
HOUSE AS YOUR 
OWN. 
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THAT I ALREADY DO. HAVE 
L IT READY FOR ME WHEN I 
\ RETURN IN DAYLIGHT. 
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THERE GOES A 
TRULY GREAT 
HERO, MY FATHER. 


L 




Hi 


k 








ONE WHO INTENDS COMING 
BACK, ATAR. MY SON. THE 
TROUBLE WITH HEROES IS THE 
.TROUBLE THEY CAN BE WHEN 
NOT PERFORMING HEROIC f 
V V-m-T7 DEEDS. i 
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LOT AND THE CHANTER RDTfO 

IN A WOODLAND 6LA0I 
BEYOND THE FIELDS. 
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THE WORLD CHANGES. SO 
MUCH KILLING DONE BY 
ME. I SHALL NEVER AGAIN 
PUT ON THIS THING OF EVIL. 
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\ I FEAR YOU ARE WRONG! 

^ MY DREAM HAS MANY 
CHAPTERS ... WE ARE NOT 
S YET AT THE END OF THE 
V --77 FIRST. T T- ^ FC. 
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A SOFT SOUND AWOKE THE CHANTER 
AS DAWN STREAKED THE SKY. 



LOT AWOKE-JUST IN TIME. 



































THf N!W CHIEF ARRANGED A HUNT. 
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Lori nous UKUiASH) 
Ha HUSK WAIK TO T*0?. 














THE HORSEMEN CAME ON THE 
UNE OF STANDING WAftttOK. 
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A GREAT VICTORYl MUCH 
f KILLING AND WE HAVE 
> MANY SLAVES AND PITS 
C FILLED WITH DRIED FISH 
X -r AND GRAIN. t- 
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LOrS HORSEMEN LEFT 
A BURNING VILLAGE. 
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YOUNG ONE, YOU NO 
LONGER SPEAK OF " 
NEVER AGAIN PUTTING 
ON THE HELMET OF < 
UTVAAL 5 — J 
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I AM BOUND 
TO MY FATE. 












OVER THE NEXT FEW WEEKS WAS 
A CONSTANT COMING OF MEN 
FROM OTHfR VILLAGES. 




LORD, THESE COME 
FROM THE INLAND 
MOUNTAINS TO TAKE 
SERVICE WITH YOU. 
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WE MUST UNITE — 
BECOME ONE TO 
DEFEAT THE ENEMY. 
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READY THEM FOR THE 
BLOOD OATH, ATAR. WE 
SHALL NEED MORE 
HORSES. 
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THAT NIGHT, 10T VISITED A FAR 
fUCE IN HIS DREAMS. 
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THE BURIAL MOUND OF 
UTVAAL THE GREAT KINGl 














58 












lord, this is gun, the 

SON OF THE CHIEF OF 
DEGWY TO THE EAST. HE 
COMES FOR HELP. 
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MY VILLAGE IS BESET BY A 
GREAT ARMY OF JUTES 
AND THEIR KIND. 




LOT ASSSEMBLED HIS HORSEMEN. 


GREAT LOT, I CAN GUIDE 
YOU BY THE BEST WAYS IF 
YOU WILL LET ME SIT ONE 
OF THESE ANIMALS._ 1 
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ON A HORSE YOU WOULD 
DELAY US. YOU MAY RIDE 
THE CART OF THE 
CHANTER. 




























SAFE OR NOT, l MUST STRETCH 

THESE CRAMPED OLD LEGS. < 

that long black night of 

COWERING AND QUAKING > 

after my cart overturned 

HASTAICOinSTOtLOF MY OLD 
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SUCH A GREAT BATTLE! 
~t NEWS OF IT WILL t-* 
A SPREAD AND MEN V 
COME FLOCKING TO ) 

"—7 SERVE YOU. y-S 




YES, I LIVE. ATAR 
► DOES NOT LIVE, 
NOR ANY OF THE 
h OTHERS SAVE A . 

FEW JUTES WHO 
FLED. THE VICTORY 
r MUST BE MINE < 
[ SINCE I STAND ] 
) ALONE ON THIS f 
STRICKEN J 
\ GROUND. )l 
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LOT THREW THE 
ENCHANTED HELMET. 


THEY WILL COME AND THEY 
WILL PERISH IN OTHER 
BATTLES WHILE I LIVE ON IN 
THE CARE OF ELVISH EVIL, 
MY POWER EVER GROWING. 
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ms GONE, BUT 
I SAW AND I HEARD. 
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LEAVE MEH AM NO 
HERO NOW —JUST A 
COMMON MAN IN 
SEARCH OF A NEW WAV 
OF LIVING. BY THE WAY. 
-r WHAT ARE YOU 
^ CALLED? 
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OLD MAN, THERE WAS 
NOTHING TO SEE 
OR HEAR. NOTHING! 


OH. MERLYN... A COMMON 
t ENOUGH NAME. NOW A 
QUIET WAY OF UFE! YES. 

-v THAT IS WHAT I NEED FOR 
{ THE COMPOSING OF MY 
——j GREAT SONG, f— 














Well, folks, that's Starblazer’s twelve year, two hundred and 
eighty one issue run at an end. We would like to take this 
opportunity of thanking all our loyal readers and the many 
contributors, both in the script and artwork department who added 

to the enjoyment of producing this publication. 

Particular thanks to Ron Brown, Ian Kennedy, Colin MacNeil, 
Luis Llorente and his stable of excellent artists. Alan Burrows, 
Richard Johnson, Mike Chinn, Mike Knowles, Alan Hemus and 
Dave Taylor... it’s been nice knowing you. 

Cover in this issue by Colin MacNeil, Script by Alan Hemus and 
artwork by Casanovas junior. 

If you're looking for Starblaier back numbers, please write to the 
following address... stating titles or issue numbers of stories 

required — 

Starblazer Back Numbers, 

D. C. Thomson & Co. Ltd., 

Albert Square, 

Dundee, 

DD1 9QJ. 

Please enclose a stamped, addressed envelope for a prompt reply. 




















The 

Ench anted 
Helmet 

* 

Forged by the 
elves of the 
night and 
blessed by the 
Gods of War, 
the great 
helmet of the 
long dead King 
Utvaal was 
coveted by 
many a warrior 
chief. 
But the true 
wearer of the 
helmet was the 
slave, Lot. For it 
was enchanted 
and destiny had 
decreed that 
when Lot 
donned the 
helmet he 
would be 
transformed 
into the 
greatest 
warrior in the 
land. 















